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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

About a month ago, Hector and | were talking about Bon Jovi bunnies [as per the course \'round these here 
parts], and | jokingly said, \"Careful, or | might wind up sticking Jon Bon Jovi in an elevator with a Bee Gee.\" 
Well, the idea took hold with a vengeance [and was then aided by much bunny flinging and feeding at the 
Rockfic chat], and so this was written 


Fall 1187 


Sensation flooded back to him all at once, racing up his limbs and across his nervous system, neurons firing, 
electricity jolting right up to his eyes so that they snapped open and even before the rest of him caught up 
with his brain he knew. He was in bed. He was naked. He had rolled onto his side seconds after he had come and 
his eyes had drifted closed and he had no thoughts then of the fact that he'd wake up in the same place the 


same bed the same room next to the same person oh shit oh shit oh shi- 


He kicked the body lying next to him. 


"Fuck, Richie. Get up. Fuck Get the fuck out." 


Richie lay still. One hand rose and fell over his brow. He exhaled, once, slow and thoughtful. He pushed back his 
bangs and kept his eyes fixed on the ceiling. 


‘Is my fucking room, Jon," he said. 


Jon was already on his feet. He snatched up his jeans and his T-shirt, went down on his knees to hunt down his 
socks and his boots and his underwear his goddamned underwear he had actually taken off his goddamned 
underwear. Shit. He cursed as he pulled on his socks before anything else. One side of his brain-the side that 
wanted him to get back in bed and push the numb finality out of Richie's eyes-that side of his brain knew he 


looked ridiculous as he shook out his jeans in just tube socks and a limp dick. 
"Your fucking room, huh? How did we get into your fucking room?" 


"I fucking invited you." He reached out to the bedside table and fished a pack of cigarettes out of a collection 
of ashtrays and beer bottles. He shook out the last cigarette, pinched it between his teeth and patted about 
for the lighter. "And you said fucking yes." 


"Well fuck you." 


Richie laughed. The sound was short and humourless, more a tired exhale than a laugh. He pushed smoke out 


of the side of his mouth and tossed the lighter back onto the bedside table. 
"Kinda ironic, isn't it?" he said. "How we keep using that one word? Its-" 


"Shut up, Sambora" Jon ran his hands through his hair. Shit. Shit shit shit He was supposed to have been at 
that party of Doc McGee's, up at the penthouse, getting good and drunk. Why in God's name did he let 
Sambora talk him into this into this room into-Shit. "Don't leave this room for a while, got it? l'm getting out 
as quietly as | can and-Oh, fuck. What time is it?" 


Richie threw a disinterested look at the digital clock. "It's one thirty four in the morning. You didn't even sleep 


an hour. And, Hell, | know we didn't fuck for an hour. What was that, anyway? Five, no, four minutes? One?" 
"Fuck you." 
Smoke shot up to the ceiling. "Already did." 


It was tempting to just haul back and break his jaw. His arm itched to do so. But the side of his brain that 
kept trying to shut out the hurt he could see in Richie's eyes wouldn't let him so much as curl up his fist. 
Instead, he kept running his hands through his hair. He looked at himself in the wardrobe mirror. His hair looked 
no different than it ever did. He raked his fingers through it. 


"Don't leave the room." He jammed his feet into his boots. He pointed at Richie as he shrugged on his jacket. 


"None of this leaves this room" 
"Where would it go, Jon?" 


"You don't tell a fucking soul." 


* * * 


David English said, "You should come up and see me," and so Barry did. 


He knew David from all over London and Miami and even around the coast of St Lucia once, but the odds that 
they should stumble across each other-by pure accident-in New York City were still pretty amazing. I'll be at 
The View restaurant, David said. Come up and say hullo to an old chum, there's a good lad. So Barry rode the 
lift at the Marriott Marquis up to the 49th floor and thought nothing of his rather tatty jeans and his well- 


worn trainers. 


To his surprise and considerable disconcert, he was greeted by what appeared to be a footman, stripped of his 


coat, and ushered toward imposing double doors with a murmured, "Right this way, sir.” 


David's arm materialized out of the glittering party crowd that slammed into Barry's eyes. The arm linked 


itself around his and was soon followed by a low, conspirational whisper against his ear. 
"Thank God. Save me." 


"You said come up and see me," Barry muttered out of the side of his mouth. "Funny how you didn't mention 
the hundreds of others I'd also see." His smile already felt stamped upon his face. He raised a hand in half- 
hearted salute at a knot of wine sippers who seemed to know him and were waving and going through the 
pantomime of who's that oh it's so-and-so oh hello lovely to see you. Barry could only feel embarrassed. He 


had no idea who they were. "Don't do this to me." 


"Not to worry." David patted his arm. "Just walk about the room with me for a bit, then we'll make our grand 


escape." 
"Grand?" 


No answer came. Barry was left to mull over what David might mean as he ambled about the room. He skirted 
the crowd, wine glass and slice of cheese in hand, keeping to the floor-to-ceiling windows of the revolving, 
rooftop restaurant. He caught a glimpse of David's reflection every now and then. His head bobbed up and down 


in a sea of smiles and jewellery and evening dress. Barry looked down at his trainers and hoped David would 


escape soon. 


David's escape, it turned out, involved a careful choreography (whispered to him in between bites of cheese 
and wine refills) in which Barry was made to utter the words, "Come on, I'll show you what | mean" as close as 
possible to the footman by the door. This impromptu thespian display was followed by David clasping his hands 
together in delight and pulling down histrionics in order to gush, "Of course, of course! | do hate to leave, but 
if you insist: Lead on, old friend. Lead onl" 


Goodbyes were waved, coats were gathered, extra drinks were secured, and David's arm linked itself around 


Barry's once more as they beat a hasty retreat onto a deserted hallway. 
"David?" 

"Mm?" 

"If you must look insane, please don't drag me down with you." 


‘Oh, nonsense. They saw me leave, and they saw me leave with you. l'm set" He rubbed his hands together. 
"Now, let's nip on over to the roof and get a good view of the city." 


"| thought we were at the roof" 


"That? Flimflammery." He pushed open the emergency stairs door with his shoulder. "I owe you a real view 


while you're here." 


He shepherded Barry and their two glasses of wine up the stairs and out through a service door just above 
The View. Debris littered tar spread out in front of them, dipping and meandering unsteadily until it came up 


against a thick metal railing. An antenna beeped red and silent as generators rumbled out a drone around them. 
Barry leaned out over the rails, wine glass dangling from his fingers, and gazed down at the city as it spread 
itself flat and wide in a succession of red and green and white and blue lights and reflected lights like electric 
tears along the air and yellow taxicabs, flashing, mutating neon signs and miniature throngs of people and 
polished skyscrapers and, above them, a dirty orange night sky. He gulped down the dregs of his wine. 


"Some view." 


"Heaps better‘an some revolving restaurant, eh?" David chuckled down into his chest. "You'll have to forgive 
me. /like it, and I'm calling the shots." 


"Fair enough." 


"Good" David pointed his wine glass at Barry, arms folded over his chest and the city behind his back. "So. 
Whatve you been up to?" 


"Oh, you know, the usual. Keeping busy and all that" 
"| saw Andy a few days ago." 


Barry let his eyes wander over the streets below. He trailed a girl in a red coat and wished his wine glass 


weren't empty. He toyed with the rim and put a smile into his words. "Did you? That's good. How did he look?" 
"He looked like shite." 


David met his gaze full-on. Vague notions of spewing words in knee-jerk anger crossed Barry's mind, only to be 
replaced by a cold, tired certainty even as they formed. Andy looked like shite. Andy was telling them that he 


was dealing with his problems in one breath and disappearing for days within the next. 


Barry turned, lower back against the rails, and folded his arms over his chest. "Yeah," he said He let David pat 
his shoulder. "Andy looks like shite.” 


* eK 


Jon dug his hand into his jacket pocket and came up empty. Great. His last pack of cigarettes was back at 
Richie's room. The bastard was smoking his last cigarettes. 


He stopped in the middle of the hall and ran through his options: Go to bed, head up to McGee's party without 
cigarettes, head to the bar and fuck McGee's party, buy some cigarettes, bum some cigarettes, shit some 
cigarettes. Cigarettes. He needed those goddamned cigarettes. It was two in the morning. Every concession 
stand and souvenir shop in the hotel was closed He would have to bum cigarettes. Who had cigarettes who 


always had cigarettes who who-? 

Tico. Bless his smoking Cuban ass. Tico always had cigarettes. 

Jon made a quick job out of getting back to his room, snatching up the bedside phone, and dialling the reception 
desk. A sleepy voice hunted down Tico Torres for him and he tossed the phone down on the bed before he had 
even properly hung up on the receptionist. One day, he would memorize everybody's hotel room numbers. Set 
everyone up on a grid, with Sambora as far away from him as he could possibly go. 


That bastard. That smiling bastard. 


Tico glowered bloody murder at him as he opened his door. His words didn't so much leave his lips as escape 


through the tiny gaps between his upper and lower teeth. "S'had better be good." 


He was naked. Jon could tell that much from the slit in the door. Likely had an erection. Had probably been 


boning some hot woman. As it should be. As he would've goddamn done if it hadn't been for that fucked up 
Sambora and his fucked up smile and his, "Hey, Jon." 


"Jon?" Tico's frown deepened. "What do you want?" 

"Cigarettes, man" 

"Ciga-? For fuck's sake." He disappeared, never pulling back the safety chain His voice drifted out in a muffled 
mutter, bare feet thud thud thudding over the carpet. "Hang on. Got an extra pack." A second voice 
murmured something unintelligible. It sounded low and thick and peeved. "Stokay," Tico said to it. "Won't take 
long." 

He re-appeared at the door's slit and reached out a fresh pack of cigarettes to Jon 

"Tico? Who's in there with you?" 

"A hot fucking body I'd love to get back to fucking so fuck you and good night, yeah?" 

The door slammed into place. Jon fingered the lid of the cigarette pack and battled down the urge to press his 
ear against the door. He could hear Tico, his voice a bass rumble. He couldn't make out the second voice 
anymore. He flipped back the pack's lid and fished out a cigarette with his teeth. 

He had already made it to the elevator, called it down, and stepped in before he realized that he had no 


goddamned lighter and no goddamn matches. 


*** 

The lift was taking bloody forever. Barry mashed both buttons with his thumb. He never could remember 
which one called it up or down or sideways or for fuck's sake but that it took forever. 

"Patience," David intoned, fingertips pressed together below his nose, "is a virtue." 

"ve got no patience for patience." 


"Might keep that poor lift from wondering whether someone needs it to go up or down" He shrugged at 


Barry's exasperated stare. "For starters." 


A satisfying ping echoed out, and Barry turned to smile at the lift, feeling thankful and altogether more 
charitable toward it now that it had finally arrived. A young man glared back at him. 


"What fucking floor is this?" he said. "I said I5th and it just kept climbing." 


David rocked on his heels. "A fact in no way related to this man's mashing of the buttons." He slid one hand 
against the lift doors to keep them from closing. "44th floor, by the by. But not to worry, there's nowhere to 


go but down from here." 


Barry stepped into the lift, flipping David off with an arm held behind his back. 


* eK 


"This is the 44th floor," the old man said. He held the elevator doors open for the man waiting behind him and 
said a few more things both men found very funny. Their laughter rattled around Jon as he looked straight 
ahead at nothing. His thoughts gathered around the number 49. Four and nine. Forty-nine. The 44th floor. Right, 
yeah. The View restaurant. McGee's party. The one he should've mingled at. 


"Gonna stop at my room before | head out," Alec had said. He was already sniffling as he ran one thumb over 
his nostrils, over and over. Jon didn't see him again after that. He was probably still in his room, face down on 


the bed, staring in rapt fascination as the walls of his hotel room melted. 

Tico needed a shower. David wanted to change. 

Everybody drifted away down the hall and Jon wanted to call out to them, "You know, we might as well not 
show up!" He knew what was gonna happen. Not only because McGee's command of an invitation had been 


greeted with lukewarm disinterest, but because Richie was holding back and when Jon turned to him there was 


a strange look in his eyes. 

"Hey, Jon." he said and- 

"Fifteen?" 

Jon stared at the man standing across from him. "What?" 

Fifteenth floor, right? That's you?" 

"Ah. Yeah. Yeah, fifteen Yeah." 

The man nodded and pressed the appropriate button. Then he pressed the lobby button, slid his hands back into 
his black coat, and retreated back to his far corner. Jon ran his eyes over his profile-a creased brow pointed 
nose thin lips set in a straight line-and over the lapels of his coat and along his jeans and down to his worn 


white sneakers and he wondered when all producers decided to grow a beard and ponytail their hair because 


fuck he had yet to meet one with a clean jaw. 


Numbers pinged out one after the other. They lit up and held their breaths and then darkened and the next 
number lit up and the next and the next and they were still at the 31th floor. Jon dropped back against the 
wall. He tossed his cigarette pack (Tico's cigarette pack) from one palm to the other. He ground the back of 
one heel into the elevator carpet and swung his foot in time to the slap of the pack against one palm the 


other palm slap catch toss slap catch toss all the time his eyes followed the numbers along, 

"Hey, Jon." Richie said. But he wasn't going there. He just needed a cigarette. Only he couldn't light one. Fuck 
Maybe the producer smoked 

They all smoked, right? 

He leaned forward and opened his mouth and then a rumble clambered up his legs and the elevator jostled and 


then they weren't moving. 


* eK 


Youth. God, had he ever been that young? It no longer even seemed like ages ago. It was history. It was 
somebody else. Barry had cast off so many skins over the years, and one of them was twenty-one and he 
smiled as if he wasn't sure whether he should be smiling or not. But God he was having a good time. 


He was the world and the world was in him. The whole damn world. 


He stepped into a lift at a London hotel in Spring of 1967 and he was dressed as a priest and Eric Clapton 
entered the lift right after him and he was dressed like a cowboy. They didn't even need to smile at each 
other. The priest and the cowboy rode the lift and Eric muttered, "Gotta pee so bad" right as he stepped off. 


And Barry was young and headed down the hall with his black priest robes billowing out behind him till he 


broke into a run and they were wings. 


Now he slid his hands into his sensible, warm black coat and watched the young man across from him on the 
golden reflections against the elevator panel. They all sort of looked the same when they were that young. This 
one seemed to have blue eyes, a mouth set in a pout, foot rocking back and forth in impatience. His jacket and 
his pants had diamond and gold and sapphire and ruby and all manner of glittering studs and leather fringe and 
he had a purple scarf and red leather gloves. His hair stood out all around his head, teased and mussed and 
tossed about until he wasn't so much a young man (a boy) as an upside down, brightly coloured feather 


duster. 
God, had he ever been that young? 


His own reflection was composed of muted blacks and denim and brown. It was even kind of comfortable. It had 


certainly been comfortable when David had also been wearing a sensible black coat and khaki trousers and 
scuffed leather shoes. It was who they were and it was another skin and he had no doubt he would shed this 
skin too some day. Then it would stare at the back of his head just as his other skins were doing now, shifting 
muttering coughing reminding him that his skin had been pressed by the world for forty-one years. 


The young man shifted. He leaned forward and Barry's eyes flickered up toward the numbers along the 


elevator's top. 
No, not at the fifteenth floor yet. 
He turned his head to acknowledge whatever it was the young man planned on asking. The motion threw off his 


centre of balance, so that he stumbled forward, fingers splaying out across the walls and feet braced against 
the floor, as the elevator jarred to a stop along his bones and up his spine and then sagged still. 


* eK 


Jon spoke first. 

"Are we stuck?" 

"Looks like." 

"Are we gonna move soon?" 

"| don't know, man." 

"Well fuck Fuck this. We're stuck?" 
"As | said-" 

"We can't be fucking stuck! Hit a button or something." 
"Let's just give it time, I'm sure-" 
"Well fuck" 

"Listen, if we just-" 

"Just fuck" 


"Look, if you'd just calm down, right? This is just-" 


"Fuck you. Yeah? Fuck you." 

"What is your problem?" 

"We're not fucking moving! Right? Fuck We're not fucking moving!" 
"Will you calm down, please?" 

"Fuck you!" 

"Shut your goddamned mouth, you fucking bastard!" 


And, for a long, quiet while, Barry spoke last. 


* eK 


Jon pulled back his sleeve and glared down at his watch. Five minutes. Only five minutes had gone by. The 
goddamn elevator hadn't moved in five minutes. The goddamned British Producer hadn't spoken to him in five 
minutes. Fine by him. Fucker could just stand over by his corner and pretend like nothing fazed him. 


Pacing. He could pace. Only pacing would bring him close to fucking British Producer every few steps. 


He ran his hands through his hair. His fingertips dug into the dip at the lower back of his skull. His teeth were 
gritted. He could feel them now, pulling at his jaw and his temples. He dropped his hands and exhaled. 


Five minutes only five fucking minutes. 

‘Shouldn't we call someone by now?" 

British Producer took his sweet time answering. "We could. But it hasn't been long enough." There was a pull to 
his words, a sort of rasped out hiss to the sound of his voice that was already making Jon want to want to 
want to what? Scream into his face? "Let's give it time," the man said hissed breathed out, as if he had to 
chew and force out every word. 


"You're fucking mumbling." 


If you want to call someone, feel free. The phone's right there. I've never known how to use it. You can read 


the instructions." 


Jon hesitated. He waited until the man moved out of the way, then came to stand by the small, golden door 


that hid the emergency phone. Jon crouched down and pulled back the door. The instructions were simple 


enough. Press the alarm button Dial a short number. Tell them you were stuck. Wait. 

Wait. Wait wait wait. 

How long would it take? Five ten fifteen minutes thirty minutes an hour? By then, the room would begin to 
shrink. It was already shrinking. Jon could feel it in his temples. The air pressed against them and his stomach 
began to tighten and the pack of cigarettes was in the back pocket of his jeans, biting into his ass as he 
crouched over emergency instructions. 

Press the alarm button. Dial a short number. Tell them you're stuck. 

Jon rotated his shoulder blades. "Can you not fucking crowd me?" 

‘I'm as far away as | can go, thanks." 

"l'm gonna call them." 

"You do that." 

"Yeah." 

His finger hovered over the emergency button A red bell. It would start off a ring and the ring would ring and 
ring and ring until they got them out of the elevator. Five ten fifteen minutes thirty minutes an hour of 
incessant ringing. God. But he couldn't just stand here and wait. 

He pressed the button. 

The elevator shivered, just a bit, and then, from somewhere all around them, a jangling copper ring echoed out 
into the emptiness above and below them. Jon cringed. But the echoes were proof that there was more space 


around him. That was good. Space. Space was good. He lifted the receiver and dialled out the number provided. 


And dialled again. And again, fingers hooking and jamming along the rotary dial. Then he slammed the receiver 


down. 


"Not working?" British Producer said. Jon heard him exhale. Even his breath had an accent. "That bloody klaxon 
should be enough." 


"That what?" 


The man pointed up at the ceiling. "That. That bloody racket all around us. If they don't hear that..." 


"Oh. Yeah. Fuck, yeah." He dropped down on his ass and glared at the useless emergency telephone. "Not working. 


Yeah. Sure." 


Above them, something groaned. Jon's head snapped back and up (and he could see, out of the corner of his 
eye, that British Producer had done the same), mouth and eyes and brows working themselves into an 
expression of gut-reaction disbelief of fuck dear God no this isn't gonna happen oh shit- 


A sound more like a wave spread out, a groaned, vibrato build up. It grew and roiled all around them, in the 
space of a second, before all sound died away with it. Every rattle and whir and the incessant humming of 
machinery and the alarm and all of the noises that rose in a wall of loud silence fell away into real, empty, 


ringing silence. 


One second later darkness snapped out like a slap. 


* eK 


Barry's heart and spine reacted as one, the first reminding the latter that there was something bloody well 
wrong with it. 


There had always been something bloody well wrong with it, just as there had always been that splotched, pink 
scar across his chest from when he couldn't even talk Scalding water. And a broken roof. And the water had 
burned his skin and his child's body had fallen through the broken roof and his spine had met the floor but 
nothing had cracked nothing had broken. 


‘Im fine," he lied, and protested until Dad set him down and let him walk home by himself. 


Now his spine wanted a word because his heart had all but ripped right through his chest at the thought that 
the lift cable might've snapped, that it might plunge thirty floors down and, my God, there would be nothing to 
identify, would there? Bloody pulp. Honest to God bloody pulps and so his heart had tried to escape up through 
his throat and it had slammed right into his spine. 


"Hullo," it said. "Remember me? You dropped me off a roof" 

It shot pain right up into his eyes and when he sagged in relief because the elevator was not dropping was not 
going to drop he also let his knees fold down so that his back slid along the elevator wall and all of the 
business of holding up his weight and his tension was no longer his spine's concern. 


"My God," he breathed. 


He was going to walk out of here. He was going to walk out of this lift and he was going to tell David, "You're 
not going to believe this. Did you return to the party? Because | was stuck in the lift. All that time." 


And he was going to see Andy somehow, and he was going to tell him, "You should hang out with your older 
brother again. Get yourself stuck in a lift. In the dark. Good fun" 


And if he ran into Maurice, he would say, "You're not gonna believe this, Mo. Got stuck in a lift. Not for very 
long, but still. It was kinda hairy for a while. Where? Oh, the Marriott Marquis. Ran into good ole David English. 
Yes, always good for a laugh, good ole David. Hey, listen, if you see Robin, tell him | got stuck in a lift." 


Only he would see Robin by himself eventually and he would say, "I saw David English in New York a few days 


ago. 
‘Oh, really?" 
"Yes. He saw Andy." 


Robin would pause and it would become obvious then that Robin kept obscuring his eyes behind shades. He 


would bring one hand up against and below his chin, fingers curling. He wouldn't even look at Barry. 
‘Oh, really?" 


And Barry wouldn't look at him. 


* eK 


"Hey, Jon." 


He never should've said those words. Jon couldn't even remember anymore what inflection Richie had actually 
put behind them. They were just an echo now. They lashed out against his ears and then retreated and then 


lashed out again and brought dry, warm fingertips against his jaw line where- 
Fuck that. Fuck Sambora. 


He took hold of his thoughts and flung them out in the first blind direction he could think of. They smashed up 
against the scowling, dark face of Tico Torres. Tico always made him think of shadows, even with the lights 


turned up bright and right above the bastard's face. 


"You're looking at me funny," he said, straightening up from balling up his socks and tossing them into his 


duffel bag. 


Jon towelled his hair and kept a smile on his face. Goddamned MTV had cameras everywhere. He couldn't so 
much as think about taking a shit before there was some sort of week or weekend or holiday or cause that 


required some sort of Bon Jovi special or snippet. Fine. Fine by him. But he had to make sure that whatever he 


said was accompanied by a smile. He could fudge it in the copy edits. 

"What are you doing with David?" 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

But he kept his back to Jon. His hands rummaged all along his locker, pulling out rolled up sweats and a blue 
bar of soap wrapped in soggy toilet paper and his black travel size shampoo bottle. He dropped all of it into his 
duffel bag without once meeting Jon's gaze. 

Jon smiled. "You're doing something, man" 

"Yeah. We play in a band together. You might've noticed” 

The smile hurt his face. "You're doing something. I'm not fucking blind. You go off together and then you walk 
out looking like nothing and then Davie steps out and he looks flushed and | caught him adjusting his goddamned 
crotch once, and you're trying to tell me nothing's going on?" He dropped the towel down over his shoulders. 


"How dumb do you think | am?" 


"You're not dumb, Jon" Tico snapped his locker shut. His eyes slid right past Jon's. "But you do a pretty good 


impression of it sometimes. Nothing is going on, right? Don't wanna believe me? Fine. This is fucking ridiculous." 


"David keeps looking at you. Every time | turn to him he's looking at you and he's got this stupid grin on his 


face like a-like a-" 
"Man having a good time?" 


Jon's smile slipped. He frowned. "Yeah." Then he remembered the camera crews, and he plastered the smile all 


over his face again. "Only not like a man, like a fucking schoolgirl. | could almost swear he-" 


Tico's eyes slammed into his. "Why are you fucking smiling? You're creeping me out." He shouldered his duffel 


bag and then shouldered Jon aside. "Go be paranoid somewhere else." 

Jon let him leave. He let it drop for days and weeks as the tour rumbled forward on coffee and booze and pills 
and cocaine. And then the tour pulled into New York City and the crew set up at Madison Square Garden and 
they set up at the Marriott Marquis and Richie stopped in the middle of the hall and said Hey, Jon.. Hey, Jon.. 
Hey, Jon... 

"Hey, Jon...2" 

"Yeah?" 


"Hey, Jon..." 


"Shut the fuck up, Sambora" 


The walls began to press up against him. Space fell away, piece by piece, until the elevator crushed itself right 
alongside his spine and his head and his lungs. 


He dug into his back pocket and yanked out the cigarette pack. He pushed back the lid and shook out a 
cigarette. A few more clattered down around his feet. He'd pick them up later. Now he only needed the one one 
just one one fucking cigarette but fuck fuck it damn it he didn't have matches or a lighter or goddamn it! 
"Wouldn't happen to have a match, would you? A lighter?" 

British Producer stirred in his corner. 

"Come on, man | need a smoke. You don't mind, right?" 

"Very much." 

"The fuck..2" 

"| said | would mind it very much." 

He stirred again In the darkness, Jon could only identify him by movement and weight. He seemed lighter now. 
His footsteps and his weight and his smell of skin and cologne moved past Jon and came to stand by the thin 
slit along the elevator doors. What little light they got came from there, a weak, blue glow that illuminated 
nothing beyond the slit. British Producer's profile appeared for one second against it. It moved up and down a 
few times before Jon realized that the man was trying to peek out. He no longer had his coat on. That 
explained the lightness. Everything else remained in shadow. 

Jon's eyebrows knotted together. "The fuck?" 

"We're stuck here. God knows for how long. If you don't mind, I'd like to breathe." 

"You fucker. It's just one fucking cigarette." 

| don't have any matches. Or a lighter. Sorry." 


"But even if you did-?" 


"That's right." He kicked at the doors, as if testing them out. "That light's coming from somewhere. Maybe 


we're close enough to one of the floors. Maybe we could pry these-" 


"lts just one fucking cigarette!" 


"You really need to relax." 


He could haul back, jump to his feet and haul back and pummel into that bastard's face. But he couldn't move. 
He gripped the cigarette pack One just one why couldn't that bastard see that everything was pressing in on 
him there was no space. His eyes flicked left to right. But there was nothing to hold onto, only darkness. It was 
nothing. It wasn't even the darkness of night, with stars and moon and electrical lights and a lighter flaring up 
behind him on the stairs up to the empty stage as Tico lit a cigar and then passed the lighter to him because 
Tico got it Tico smoked. 


"You fucker. Just one." 


| already told you: | don't have a lighter, or matches. l'm sorry. Right?" A pause, then. "We're going to be all 
right, you know." 


"Fuck you." 

"Yes, we've already established that. If you don't mind, I'm gonna go sit back in my corner and talk myself out 
of prying those doors open. I'm going to wait for this to end and | daresay I'm going to pretend you're not 
there. Right? Because we're getting on swimmingly and it's a bit too friendly for me, yeah?" 


"Fuck you." 


British Producer sighed. 


* eK 


Mo's voice came up from his left and from his mind and from l9bb. It echoed against the lift cables, then 
stopped in an awed hush before plunging on again. 


"Hey, Bars-Oh, wow, listen to those acoustics—Hey, Bars?" 
"Yes?" 
"How long do you think this power outage'll last?" 


Robin's profile shifted in the darkness above him, silhouetted against the empty lift shaft to their right. He still 
smiled then, easily, without the sense that the smile was being pulled out of him. He looked down at his twin 

and shrugged. "Who knows, Mo? Could take hours." He reached out to pull a thread out of his pants. He shook it 
free, then looked about him. He cawed out, once, the sound of it reverberating around them in a full, cascading 


pitch. "Very good acoustics indeed." 


"We should tell Stigwood to set up the recording studio out here," Mo said. 


"But then itd just be the studio anyway," Barry said. "And we'd be out where the studio is, cawing like 


magpies." 


‘It was a crow," Robin said. "I don't think magpies caw" He cawed again and hmmed out his appreciation. "Very 


nice. Very nice. Bars, put that guitar of yours to good use." 


Barry reached back on the stairwell and picked it up. He went through the motions of tuning it, knowing full well 


it was already tuned; because the show always went on properly, even in the dark. "Chord?" 
"G's always nice." 


And they sang because that's what they did. No matter what happened. His throat ached to sing now, sitting in 
the dark once more, not by the lift this time but inside it. He pressed his lips together and told himself that 
the impatient young man wouldn't care for stuffy old men singing inside his cigarette-free prison It had to be 
a prison. The boy seemed likely to explode at any moment. Whenever Barry's mouth was shut and his thoughts 
were clear, he pitied the boy. There was something desperate about his anger. Anger was always desperate. 
And all he needed was a cigarette. Bloody Hell, he smoked. Used to smoke (still smoked, when his brain growled 
out that enough please stop this whole clean and sober bullshit light up you tosser). It really wouldn't kill him.. 


His mind turned and scattered his thoughts. He didn't even really notice until he caught on to the fact that he 


was no longer thinking about cigarettes. 


He was in England and he was sat across from Robin. The restaurant was clean and tidy and expensive because 
Robin had slipped on a pair of large, cream coloured shades and said, "Screw a pub. l'm tired of picking at your 


soggy chips. Let's go to a place where vegetarian doesn't mean the wilted free salad” 
"And?" 
"And we'll talk. 


Their waitress set down their complimentary glasses of water. She smiled at Robin and opened her mouth in 
order to set in motion the business of being chipper and taking their orders. Robin flicked one hand up and held 
a crisp fifty pound note below her nose. She blinked at it. 


"You see that?" Robin said. "I would like the tempeh and beets over mashed potatoes, hold the lime rosemary 
mess. And he, I'm sure, would be quite happy with that tortellini smothered in tomato-olive-artichoke sauce. 
I'm good with water. Get him the most expensive white wine you can dig up. Then leave this table alone. You 

don't need to know how much we're not actually enjoying the food or any of that nonsense you get paid a 


miserable wage for." 


"Sir, you" 

Its a tip. A big bloody tip. It's all yours. Now be a good girl and run along.” 

She slipped the £50 into her back pocket and gazed at Robin with a half-smile, half-frown. Barry could only 
shrug and look apologetic when she looked over at him. She left with the same half-smile, half-frown on her 
face. 

"Was that necessary?" 

Robin pulled off his shades. He folded them neatly by his elbow. "Yes." He gazed at Barry. His eyes were cold 
and hard and distant. Then he sighed and looked down at the table cloth. When he looked up, it was Robin, his 
little brother, looking out at him. He was thin and frail and his eyes were washed out and perplexed by 
everything around him. He toyed with the edge of a napkin 

"| saw Andy." 


Barry sipped his water. "Oh?" 


"Yes. Oh. As usual." He pushed back his hair. "He wants to stay with me. He looks... better. | know you don't want 


to believe me." 

"| don't see why | should." 

"m clean" 

"Is he clean?" 

"He wants to be. He's really trying, you know. But you keep acting as if all he needs is a good kick" 


"| tried being nice. He just blew me off." He set down his glass. The ice clinked together and spun around in slow 


circles. "| held his hand long enough...” 
‘Its my turn now." 
"Good luck" 


"He looks better. You need to come out and see him. Itll make him happy to-" Robin's gaze shifted to the left. 
The waitress was making her way along the tables with their food. For a second, Robin looked hounded and 
disoriented, then his eyelids drooped down and, when they lifted, his eyes had hardened once more. He reached 
for his shades and slipped them on with a fastidious flick of his wrist. "Come see us, babe," he said. 


And David said, "Andy looks like shite.” 


And Barry wanted to tell the darkness of the lift, "OF course he does. He's with Robin. And he's a fucking coke 
addict." 


Those thoughts hurt more than he was willing to admit. So his mind cycled again and took him back to the 


young man so that he blinked and wondered what he had been thinking about in between his musing about 


cigarettes and singing in a dark stairwell. 


* * * 


"Hey, Jon..." 


"Richie? Stop it, please. l'm stuck inside an elevator, man, and this fucker in here with me won't let me smoke. 


Fucker. Fuck him. And fuck you." 

"Yes." 

"Yes..." 

If he quieted down, if he pushed aside the pressure in his head, he could let his mind wander back to several 
hours ago. It wasn't so bad. Richie was smiling at him. Neither one was drunk, or wanted to get drunk. It's just 
that Richie was smiling at him and Jon felt very strange. 

"We'll do this once, yeah? Just once." 

"Whatever you say, man," Richie said. 

Then his fingertips were against his jaw line, dry and warm and trailing up. Richie cupped his face between his 
hands as he kissed him, his lips soft and already full as they travelled over Jon's. He licked the sides of his 
mouth and then just kissed him and kissed him and kissed him until both of them were panting and both of 
them had hard-ons. 

Richie took off Jon's clothes then. He took off his and then he kissed Jon once more and Jon couldn't turn away 
from him because it was just them and Richie's eyes were dark and liquid and insistent and Jon knew what 
that meant. 

And it wasn't going to happen, because Jon did not love Richie. 

But he still allowed Richie to run his hands all over his body, calluses sharp and brittle against his skin. He let 


him suck and nibble and roll his nipples between his tongue, let him lap down his chest as he went down on his 


knees. He even panted and reacted and, for one moment there, he could almost swear that he did love Richie. 


He was smiling up at Jon, palms flat against his hips, his lips against the tip of his cock. 

Richie blew him with his fingers scratching out angry, red welts against his thighs. He licked and kissed and 
sucked all along his cock. His groans were hot bursts against Jon's skin, his breath growing shallower and 
shallower as he took Jon's cock in his mouth and pumped even as he sucked and it seemed as if his hands 
wanted to be everywhere at once: On his hips, pressed against his inner thighs, trailing up his sides, kneading 
his balls, slipping one finger into his opening. He panted and groaned and tossed his head and Jon wanted to 
reach down and pull him off and hold him. 

"What's wrong?" 

He knew what was wrong. Somebody was going to regret this. 

But he didn't say a word as Richie made him come and then swallowed all of his cum. He kept quiet as Richie 
continued to kiss him and run his hands over his body, even as Jon drifted off to sleep. His last coherent 
image was Richie's smile as he ran his knuckles down his cheek. Like some damn schoolgirl. Like Davie with Tico. 
Davie, who was in Tico's bedroom, getting fucked by Tico. 

Goddamn it, his entire band was going insane. 

He closed his eyes and sighed. Richie's lips brushed against his and, this time, he didn't act surprised. Don't 
think | love you, he said. But, yeah, man, you kiss well, for a guy, and, yeah, | guess you could kiss me again. So 
Richie did. Over and over. 

"And then?" 

"None of this leaves this room." 

British Producer shifted Jon could hear him running a hand through his hair, down to the nape of his neck. It 
was likely flushed. His accent was even breathier now, the mumbled mutters of embarrassment. "Why are you 
telling me this?" 

Jon grunted into his chest. "Because you started fucking singing, man. | had to shut you up." 

"Ah." 

‘| hate this goddamned place. | hate small places. It's-it fucks me up, man." 


‘Ah 


"You're fucking talkative." 


"You don't love him?" 
"No." 
"But you like him?" 


"Fuck-" He picked up a cigarette from the floor and twirled it between thumb and index finger. He tapped the 
butt against the elevator floor. "Yeah. Yeah, | like him." 


"Tell him." 

"No, really, fuck you." 

"Never underestimate the following truth, man: You are only growing older." He drew in a deep breath. The 
back of his head thudded against the elevator wall. "After a while, you will find that everything about you 
hardens, because you grow old and tired. Your smile and your words and even your thoughts grow brittle. And 
sometimes you forget to say the things you said so easily before age taught you that you don't actually say 
them. Not to people. Not where anybody can hear you. And soon you figure they should never be said at all. | 
love you.." He said more then, but Jon couldn't catch it. 


"That doesn't happen to everyone. It's not gonna happen to me." 


"| suppose." He was smiling. The bastard was smiling. Goddamn old people. Thought they knew everything. "You 


know yourself best, after all. | only seem to know myself when it's too late." 

"Yeah well." 

"Yeah." 

Something flat and light slapped against the space in front of Jon's feet. He patted the ground, curious, until his 
finger pads came up against a rough, slim surface. lt was surrounded by smooth, curved cardboard. Matches. 
A book of matches. 

That fucker. 

"Smoke your fucking cigarette.” 

"You fuck-" 


"Yeah, | know. Quitting. | keep that to remind myself that | don't actually need it anymore." 


"You don't?" 


Jon dragged a match over the ignition strip. The flame was like a smack to the eyes. He inhaled and thoroughly 
enjoyed that inhale for all it was worth. When he exhaled, it was through hooded eyes. Fuck. At long fucking 
last. He flicked off ash and let his head drop back in resignation to the elevator and the dark and the whole 


mess. 

"No, | don't. Oddly enough." 

"Who did you forget to say | love you to?" 

"Ah." His hair rasped against the wall. "| didn't forget to. | still have a chance." 

"Yeah? Listen-" 

The words died in his mouth, swallowed into the silence that died out almost as quickly as it had dropped down 
around them. Everything seemed to move up, and it rose in a gurgling wave of hums, whirs, and a long drone 
of thousands of electrical pieces of equipment kicking back to life at once. 

The elevator light snapped into his eyes. 

And then he sat at his corner and stared. His cigarette dangled between his fingers as he looked across from 
him. British Producer was across from him. Not to his left, as he had thought. Right across. Each at one end. 
Jon's mouth worked for a few seconds as he stared at him. 

Jon couldn't even think of him as British Producer anymore. He was a man. Just a man, 

His eyes were brown and wide and they looked as thrown back as Jon felt. He seemed younger and older at 
once, his face utterly alien yet familiar. His hair was no longer in a ponytail. Bits of it stuck out where he had 
run his hands through it or crushed it against the wall. He sat with his knees against his chest, arms around 
his legs. He blinked a few times, then started as the elevator coughed and jostled beneath them. 

They were moving. 

Jon ignored floor fifteen. He stood and watched as the man across from him gathered his coat and tied back 
his hair once more. He cocked his eyebrows at Jon as he shrugged on his coat. They waited in silence as the 
numbers blinked all the way down to L. A ping rang out, a rumble, and the disorienting sensation of finally 
touching ground after a slow freefall. 


The man stood back to let Jon off. 


They stood in front of the elevator for a while. Relief made its way past them in a surge of tired, disgruntled 


tourists moving forward in a knot of about time thank fuck here's the elevator. 


Jon turned to go first. 


"Tell him." 


Barry pulled up the collar of his coat. "You too." 
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